OVERLAND   TO   CONSTANTINOPLE
a few days in Constantinople in an obscure hotel before
collecting my luggage, putting on my best clothes, and
appearing at the Embassy. The journey took me a fort-
night and I was for the whole of the time in good company,
for I induced a brother officer of like temperament to
come with me and share expenses and experiences. We
travelled by night and spent the day in the first city we
reached after daybreak unless we were within a few hours
of a capital city. We enjoyed the wine and the food and
sampled the pleasures that each capital could afford.
Bucharest fell below, and Budapest far above, ourexpecta-
tions. At Constantinople he took the sea route as a deck
passenger via Corinth and Smyrna to Port Said, where he
had consigned his baggage. We never met again, for he
was killed in action in East Africa with his regiment early
in 1915.
I spent a week at the Embassy where Mr. (later Sir
George) Marling was Charge d'Affaires, much of the time
in the company of Lord Gerald Wellesley whom I tried
unsuccessfully to get sent with the Commission as its
Secretary, which he would have thoroughly enjoyed. I
helped in the Chancery on the door of which was written
the appropriate tag
Conturbabantur
Constantlnopolitani
innumerabilibus
solicitudinibus
Then to Batum by sea, touching at Trebizond and a
few other ports and by rail to Tiflis. Of the journey I
wrote from Batum to my father:
* This ship does no credit to the noble lady Princes Eugenie
de Oldenburg after which it is grandiloquently named. The
food is as mouldy as the passengers and the table linen and
cutlery as dirty. I prefer food cooked by a peasant's wife: in
a properly managed country she has to cook well or accept
a beating or a divorce. So she generally cooks well. But
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